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part of that time.   I knew the sort of expectation
which the greatness of the subject, the length of the
preparation, and the partiality of my particular friends
had raised; and, I felt pretty sure that the moment
was come when I was to kick it all down, and disgrace
myself and them.   My voice was very much weakened
and muddled, as it were, either by my stomach or my
fears, so that I did not expect to be well heard, and my
mouth was as dry as parchment, in spite of an orange
which I kept sucking.   All this was before I began.
About a quarter of an hour after I had begun, and was
going on tolerably prosperously, as I supposed, begin-
ning to feel my spirits flow pretty freely, some unac-
countable panic came across me, and I became a sheet
of white paper, without a single idea remaining, either
of what I had said or of what was to follow.   I stood
motionless and silent for a time, which seemed to me
about the length of a moderate sermon? during which
time my friends suffered the pains of hell, and I was
not absolutely in heaven myself.   After swearing at my
stupidity and cowardice a little in a whisper to Charles
Fox, who sat next me, and after taking a suck of ray
orange to put off time, it all came suddenly back to
me, just as it had gone away, without my being able to
give any sort of account either of its departure or
return.   You need not be very unhappy about this
little halt, as it is a thing that happens to everybody,
and never does the smallest prejudice.   During the
speech Windham's voice, from a few benches behind,
was wonderfully cordial and cheering to me.   The